TALES OF DESTINY

fected by this cold recital of bloody deeds. The
hands of the Rajput clenched and unclenched them-
selves nervously, and the merchant gave a deep,
guttural groan of horror as he flung the end of his
robe over his face as if to shut out a vision of sacri-
lege and shame.

" It was written in the beginning, nay before crea-
tion it was written," murmured the Moslem astro-
loger, quoting, in courteous sympathy, the familiar
formula of his faith. " And as your priests them-
selves say," he added, addressing himself more
particularly to the Rajput," cThe destiny of each man
is irrevocably inscribed on his forehead by the hand
of Brahma himself/ "

The Rajput bowed his head in acquiescent silence,
and as the fakir proceeded with his story the trader
also regained his composure and withdrew the cover-
ing from his face.

" When the shadows of night fell, the temple made a
bonfire that illuminated the scenes of pillage going
on all around. The big idols of loathly aspect had
been thrown down, broken to pieces, and despoiled
of their jewels and the heavy plates of gold that
encumbered them. Our soldiers had swarmed out of
the building, past a tank to the houses of some
priests beyond. Not one single*custodian of the
temple survived, and I stood alone in the outer
courtyard, watching in idle fashion the tongues of
flame licking the beams and rafters and paint-
dedaubed walls of the wrecked edifice.
" Then did my eyes chance to light on a small idol
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